THE MAN WHO STOOD ON HIS HEAD

KING BAEJAM, the exalted ruler of a country so
remote in the Far East that it is not even men-
tioned in the most expensive geography books,
yawned. His Grand Vizier would like to have done
so, had he possessed the necessary courage. After a
moment's hesitation he twiddled his thumbs instead.

es I am weary/3 said the King.

" Ah !" replied the obsequious Grand Vizier,
a weary with the weight of kingship.^

" No, fool, I am simply bored with the stupidity of
Court life, and you, Boobeejee, make but dull com-
pany. Everything seems to have gone wrong of late.
My favourite wife, Fatima, has had for many days a
swollen face, and the royal hunts have been made
intolerable by the excessive trumpeting of elephants.
If the Chief Magician cannot invent something more
ingenious than the mango trick, which I am tired of
seeing, we must certainly have him executed.
Zaiika^s poems contain too lengthy references to the
mole on his mistress5 cheek, and if the doddering
Swambu. cannot make a better interpretation of